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The door to the medical room opens to reveal a nurse standing there in her crisp pale blue uniform with a white apron, kept tidy with a broad belt, all starched and smart. “Come in gentlemen, I’m ready for you now.” She stands to one side to allow the first three recruits through from the waiting room, closing the door behind them. The waiting room outside remains full of further recruits.

Walking over to the desk, the nurse picks up a clipboard and turns back to the men standing, rather awkwardly, in the centre of the room.

“Okay gentlemen, let’s be having you. Just line up for me, please.” She speaks to the three men in a direct and instructing manner, not commanding them as such, but with a certain assertiveness. The recruits do as they are told.

“I’m sorry to see the three of you gentlemen together. We wouldn’t normally do this, but I’m afraid we are a little understaffed and I have a lot of men to see today.” The nurse steps in front of each of them, checking the clipboard. “I just need to make sure I have the right names.”

As she checks off their names, the recruits get a good view of the nurse, about thirty years old, smart, attractive even, with her hair held in place by clips. More hair clips hold her paper nurse’s cap. She has a figure accentuated by a flared knee-length uniform with a broad belt. Folds of starched fabric, gathered by the belt, cause the skirt to flare wide at the hem, almost as though she is wearing petticoats. Her figure is enhanced further by the cotton apron, held in place by her belt, the bib fixed to the front of her chest by buttons that also fix her watch on her left breast and her badge on the right. The effect of the belt, clinching her waist, and the bib pinned over her breasts, is to enhance the size of her bosom such that she has the pointy breasted look so prevalent of the sixties.

She moves back half a step. “Okay, you all seem present and correct.” She continues to look at the clipboard, lifting up the first page to look at the sheet beneath. “If you would like to step behind the curtain and undress, I’ll get on with your examination.” She continues to read the notes.

The three recruits don’t move, other than to glance sideways at each other without making eye contact.

After a moment, the nurse looks up from her notes under raised eyebrows. “Is there a problem, gentlemen?” The recruits just stand silently, apart from one of them mumbling something as he looks at the floor. “Then chop, chop! Let’s have those clothes off. I can’t give you a medical dressed like that now can I?” Her voice is very matter of fact. The recruits jump into life and scuttle behind the screen.

“Do you want us to...?” comes a voice from behind the screen.

“Yes, yes; don’t be silly now, everything off. I’m a big girl, don’t you know?” One of the recruits thinks to himself that’s the problem. “Honestly, you are behaving like boys, not the grown men that you clearly are. You wouldn’t be here if you weren’t old enough.”

Shortly, the three recruits appear from behind the screen, completely naked, wearing nothing but a blush. The nurse glances up momentarily from her clipboard to see them standing with their hands covering their crotches somewhat inadequately.

“Come now gentlemen, you don’t need to do that.” She pointed to their hands. “Good heavens, I’ve seen plenty of naked men before. Put your hands by your sides.” The instruction is given with no indication of choice or compromise. In fact, her voice expresses just that element of professional confidence that makes the recruits feel slightly small.

“Good, let’s get started then.” She steps over to the desk where there is a box of disposable latex gloves and she stretches them over her slim hands, pulling them on tight, letting them go with a snap that runs through the recruits like an electric shock. The three men begin to feel the chill of the consulting room, the tiled floor cold beneath their feet. All three recruits stare straight ahead, not daring to look at each other or at the nurse.

“Okay, gentlemen, let’s have your right hands.” She walks up to the first recruit. As she stands there, her skirt, flared out slightly by the tight belt, brushes gently against his bare legs. “Open wide,” she instructs as she draws a thermometer from her pocket and places it under his tongue. “Turn your wrist over.” She lifts her watch and takes his wrist with her right hand, counting his pulse for a few seconds. “That seems to be okay, if a little fast,” she glances up at the recruit for the briefest of moments. “I think we can forgive you that,” she concludes, as she removes the thermometer. She steps over to the desk, wipes the thermometer, notes his results on the clipboard, and moves over to repeat the procedure with the second recruit.

Finally, she takes the pulse and temperature of the third recruit. Standing slightly closer to him, her skirt brushes firmly against the naked legs of recruits two and three. Recruit number three swallows involuntarily.

“Very good gentlemen, you all seem to be fine specimens.” Recruit number three holds his breath, as he can feel his loins stirring. The nurse looks up from her notes as she pauses. “So far, at least.”

Turning, the nurse takes a step away from them, her sensible shoes silent on the floor as she leans across the desk, taking a rubber headed hammer from a tray on the far side. As she reaches over, the recruits can see the hem of her uniform rise very slightly and they get their first good view of the back of her stockinged legs.

Recruit number three, feeling the blood beginning to flow to his groin, tries not to look and imagines images of brick walls and ugly men, trying to think of long division problems.

“Okay then, who’s first?” Holding up the hammer, she speaks briskly and with a slight tone of mischief. If she notices recruit number three’s cock starting to grow, she doesn’t give any indication. The change is probably only apparent to him, although he has already convinced himself that it has doubled in size without looking down to check. He feels himself blushing.

“Okay, Number One, if you would step over here...” She stops mid-sentence and looks around the room. For the first time, she shows a lack of composure. “Well...” She pauses again, still looking around. “What?” Talking to nobody in particular, she continues, “Who on earth has taken the other chair?” The three naked recruits don’t reply. Regaining command of the situation, she continues. “Oh well, you’ll just have to use my chair.” She picks up a chair from behind the desk and moves it to the side where the recruits stand.

Tearing off a length of blue paper towel, the nurse places it on the chair. Addressing recruit number one, “Sit.”

Despite the paper towel, the hard plastic is cold against his legs, his balls touching the paper makes him feel even more self-conscious than when he had been standing completely exposed to the attractive nurse.

Holding the hammer, she addresses recruit number one. “Cross your legs for me.” Standing to one side of him, facing away from the other two, she leans forward with the hammer. The other two recruits can’t help looking at the nurse from behind as she leans over recruit number one to test his reflexes. They have a clear view of the back of her legs, almost up her skirt, although not really much above her knees. Recruit number three feels a twitch, and he tries to think of answers to crossword puzzles, but all the answers seemed to refer to roosters and the building of garden sheds.

“Okay, I’ll take your blood pressure.” Trying to improvise without a chair to sit on, she places the instrument on the desk and opens it to reveal the mercury tube. Standing in front of him, leaning forward, she places the cuff on the first recruit’s arm. He can feel her breath on his bare flesh as she bends toward him. Taking up the stethoscope, she places the cold metal against his arm, adjusts the cuff, and takes the measurement. All the while she is leaning in close to him.

“Very good, you’re fine,” she says as she removes the cuff. She places a hand on his bare knee and meets his gaze as she straightens up. “You can stand up now.” He feels a greater flush of embarrassment for a moment.

“Number Two, let’s have you over here, please.” She doesn’t turn around as she tears off a second sheet of paper so that recruit number two can sit down.

This time she definitely leans further forward and both the other recruits have a good look at the nurse’s legs. Recruit number three, having just about given up by now, can’t help himself and leans forward so he can see more. As she faces away from them, they can’t see much more than the backs of her knees and a few inches of the back of her thighs. But the thought is enough. Number three feels his erection growing, and he immediately wishes he’d been more cautious.

The nurse bounces the rubber hammer off of the recruit’s knee and continues with his blood pressure. As she does so, she turns towards him directly, bending over so that her arse is pointing directly at recruit number three.

Barely perceptibly, the nurse turns her head away from the recruit she is examining. It’s not even a glance, but the briefest movement of her head, emphasised by the paper cap, highlights the tiny motion. It is apparent that she has realised, momentarily, that her arse is pointing at the recruits behind her. Before she continues, she reaches around and flattens down the back of her uniform, brushing her left hand across her bottom and down her legs, pulling her hem back into
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